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Be fruitful to them; so shall all that hear

Grow great at heart with child of thought most high

And bring forth seed in season ; this my child,

This flower of this my body, this sweet life,

This fair live youth I give you, to be slain,            1030

Spent, shed, poured out, and perish ; take my gift

And give it death and the under Gods who crave

So much for that they give ; for this is more,

Much more is this than all we ; for they give

Freedom, and for a blast, an air of breath,

A little soul that is not, they give back

Light for all eyes, cheer for all hearts, and life

That fills the world's width full of fame and praise

And mightier love than children's.    This they give,

The grace to make thy countiy great, and wrest 1040

From time and death power to take hold on her

And strength to scathe for ever; and this gift,

Is this no more than man's love is or mine,

Mine and all mothers' ? nay, where that seems more,

Where one loves life of child, wife, father, friend,

Son, husband, mother, more than this, even there

Are all these lives worth nothing, all loves else

With this love slain and buried, and their tomb